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PREFACE. 




CANNOT allow this little Volume 
to appear before the Public, with- 
out at the same time expressing 
my sincere thanks to those who 
have so kindly allowed me to reap 
the benefit of their labours, by reprinting selec- 
tions from hymns already published, many of 
which are well known to all lovers of Sacred 
Poetry in the very beautiful translations by the 
Rev. J. M. Neale, as well as in the collections 
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of Mr. Sedding. Most of these Hymns are of 
very ancient origin, and, from their loving sim- 
plicity, cannot fail to strike every one with the 
childlike faith of the early Church. 

The first carol in this selection originates in 
a custom, which Dr. Neale informs us is still 
continued at Dewsbury, in Yorkshire, of tolling 
the passing bell on Christmas Eve, at 3 p.m. It is 
called "The Devil's Knell," and is intended to 
signify "that the Birth of our Lord gave the 
death-blow to the Empire of Satan." 

In making this collection, I have been greatly 
indebted also to Mr. Longman for several 
Hymns taken from the " Chorale Book," and to 
Dr. Caswall for those which appear under his 
name, the extreme beauty of which need no 
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comment ; and I would here express my thanks 
to the proprietors of the " Oratory Hymnal " for 
several taken from that source. I only regret, 
that in these last, as in many of those by 
Dr. Neale, I have been obliged, from the nature 
of the book, to omit verses well worthy of in- 
sertion, and I especially lament this necessity in 
the Hymn for " All Saints Day," page 60, part 
of which bears the date of the 1 1 th century, and 
part of the 15th century. These Hymns will be 
found in their original beauty in the "Joys and 
Glories of Paradise." and it was with great regret 
I found myself obliged either to reject them 
altogether, or to be satisfied with a few selections 
from what seemed to me the most beautiful 
portions. 
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Hymn, page 67, is the same as that more 
generally known as ** Jerusalem, my happy 
Home." It was composed by a prisoner in the 
Tower of London during a time of religious per- 
secution ; the original MS., signed F. B. P., being 
now in the British Museum. The background in 
the illustration to this poem was carefully drawn 
from one of the old windows of the Tower, 
where any visitor may learn, from the various 
sad inscriptions cut deeply in the stone, how 
many shared a similar fate to the writer of this 
touching Hymn. 



CONTENTS. 



%. %\x^txi% iBag 

Ci)e Jgo^ Jnnocntts 
(S^e Ctrnimctnon 

Cfjcistmas ^SrrinsB 

QRie )Punficatton 
Wcii Snnunnatum 

€a8tcr4eibe 
(Baster^IBag - 



Declare to us, bright Star, if we shall seek 

Toll ! for *tis come at length 
Away with grief and mourning • 
All my heart this night rejoices - 

To-day in perfect gladness 

Thou foremost in the blest array 
Yesterday with exultation 

Saint of the Sacred Heart - 

Weep, Rachel ! weep I thy children slain 

O JESU ! Thou the Beauty art 

The first Nowell the Angel did say 

Let us to the Infant sing - 

Good King from forth the window peering 

Oh, welcome, happy Christmas-tide - 

Joy ! joy ! the mother comes 

Within her lowly dwelling sitting 
Like the dawning of the morning 
The Lord whom Sun and Moon obey 

Our hearts be pure from evil. 

Resting from His work to-day - 

Let us rise in early morning 
Tis the Day of Resurrection 

Christ is risen ! C) sing, my heart - 
WTiere the dry leaves lay thickly shed 
*Tis the Spring of Souls to-day - 
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Why is thy face so lit with smiles 
Hail the day that sees Him rise - 
Christ our Sun on iis arose 
In the hour of my distress 

Have mercy on us, God Most High 

Glad light illumes this day - 



Stars of the morning so gloriously bright * 

Hark ! hark ! my soul ! Angelic songs are 

swelling 

Eye hath never seen the glory - 
They whose course on earth is o*er 

Those eternal bowers .... 

Hierusalem ! my happie Home I 

O it is sweet to think of those that are 
departed .... 
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E. Sedding. 

Herrick. 



" Oratory Hynins'^ 

From Appendix to 
''Hymnal Notedr 



the 



Art thou weary? art thou languid ? 
Fierce was the wild billow - 

When morning gilds the skies • 
As a bird at dawning singeth 
Let there be light 



The Sun is sinking fast 

The day is post and over - 

O God be with us, for the night is 

closing 

Now all the woods are sleeping ■ 
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•* The Chorale Book." 
" The Chorale Book:' 



** Lift up, lift up, your VOICES now ! 
The whole wide world rejoices now ! 
The Lord hath triumpfid gloriously : 
The Lord shall reign victoriously ! " 

The Rev. J. M. Neale, D.D. 



" Ohy there is comfort in this world of ours — 
JOY — while one hope we cherish, 'spite of Sorrow, 
Tfte hope that speaks of everlasting hours, 
A radiant Morrozv^ 

Mrs. Gascoigne. 
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^trlHrE to us, bright Star, if we shall seek 
Him in the mornings blushing cheek, 
Or search the beds of spices through, 
To find Him out ? 

No, this ye need not do ; 
But only come and see Him rest, 
A princely Babe, in's Mothers breast. 
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pji ^nb ihr eirryl tiragon tuTis nst ont, 



for 'tis come at length 
The hour for Death to die, 
The '^ strong man'* reft of .strength 
Is wounded mortally ; 



Toll ! ft)r the Prince whose sway 
No mortal might disown. 

His sceptre dash'd away. 

His kingdom overthrown; 



Toll ! that the hollow sound 
Which is the Devil's knell 

May echo round and round 
The lurid vaults of Hell; 



Toll ! though his death be slow, 
And though his wTath be great, 

Though centuries may flow 

And still men groan and wait. 
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Toll ! for to-morrow's morn 

The Angel Hosts shall sintj 

How unto us is born 

An everlasting King. 



Toll ! for the Woman's Son 

Hath bruised the serpent's head 

His power, his life is gone. 

Toll ! Toll ! for Satan dead. 





^ ^tt ebtrs l^ing ibat batfe brtatfe : praiw t^r ?©?5. •t 



!?ltniltl with grief and mourning, 

The Master is at hand! 
Behold the Day-star dawning 
Upon the Fatherland. 
^^^V^ Rejoice ! for Christ His Throne 
^^ forsakes, 

And of a Child the nature takes. 
So gentle, sweet, and loving : 
The pure in heart He joyful makes ; 
May we that joy be proving. 

No fleshly guile may move us. 

Nor turn our steps aside. 
The goal shines bright above us 

If Jesus be our Guide: 
Sorrow and shame shall be their lot. 
Who, caird by Christ, prepare them not 

With cheerful hearts to greet Him, 
Whatever their Lord in store has got, 

Resolved with joy to meet Him. 



Voices of Joy and Thanksgnnng. 

Ah ! little reck the careless 

Who follow after sin. 
How brave the words and fearless 

Which Jesus speaks within : 
Shun not the Cross, the wounds, the pain, 
Beloved of Christ, your loss is ^ain. 

For you His Side is riven ; 
On you He sheds His Balm amain 

From that bright Gate of Heaven. 

All praise to God the Giver, 

To this world's latest day. 
For ever and for ever, 

Till time has pass'd away ; 
What need we care for weal or woe. 
If our good Master loves us so, 

That He, all Glory leaving. 
Come down to shed His Blood below, 

To life His Own receiving. 



-^=^.. 




1^4 ^'m^ unto iht ]Corb h mba song : for ]9e batb bone murbtUous things. ^ 
jjx^iio^ /->«;/;/ Mt* Chorale Book (by permission). 

§H^jl my heart this night rejoices, 

As I hear, 

Far and near. 
Sweetest Angel voices ; 
** Christ is born " their qhoirs are singing, 

Till the air 

Everywhere 
Now with joy is ringing. 
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Hark ! a voice from yonder manger, 

Soft and sweet, 

Doth entreat, 
** Flee from woe and danger ; 
Brethren, come, from all doth grieve you 

You are freed ; 

All you need 
I will surely give you/' 

Come, then, let us hasten yonder ; 

Here let all, 

Great and small. 
Kneel in awe and wonder- 
Love Him who with love is yearning ; 

Hail the Star 

That from far 
Bright with hope is burning ! 



Ye who pine in weary sadness. 

Weep no more. 

For the door 
Now is found of gladness. 
Cling to Him, for He will guide you 

Where no cross. 

Pain or loss, 
Can again betide you. 
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Hither come, ye heavy-hearted, 

Who for sin 

Deep within, 
Long and sore have smarted ; 
For the poison'd wounds youre feeling, 

Help is near, 

One is here. 
Mighty for their healing ! 



Hither come, ye poor and wretched ; 

Know His will 

Is to fill 
Every hand outstretched; 
Here are riches without measure, 

Here forget 

All regret. 
Fill your hearts with treasure. 



Thee, dear Lord, with heed Til cherish, 

Live to Thee, 

And with Thee 
Dying, shall not perish ; 
But shall dwell with Thee for ever, 

Far on high, 

In the joy 

That can alter never. 

c 




CHRISTMAS • DAY • 



IVhere is the golden cradle that Christ luas rocked in ? 
Where are the silken sheets thatjESVS was wrapt in ? 
A Manger was the cradle that Christ ivas rocked in. 
The provender the asses left so sweetly He slept on^ 




zin-uIHI in perfect gladness 

Our praises let us sing, 
The Lord who heals our sadness 

Is born to-day our King ; 
The Lord who, like a giant, 

His course doth run ; 
On His own strength reliant, 

Our righteous Sun. 
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In darkness He is lying 

Who gives the sky its light, 
He in a stall is crying 

Who thunders in His might ; 
Swathes are those Hands enfolding 

Which made the stars, 
Him swaddling bands are holding 

Who bursts hell's bars. 



He comes, redemption bringing ; 

He comes, the Undefiled, 
The Rose from Lily springing. 

The Father from His Child. 
He comes with kingly banner 

Not yet unfurl'd ; 
He comes, in wondrous manner, 

To save the world. 





STEPHEN - M • 



^ Jlttb <^C2 slontb Sttp^tn, calling upon ^©O. ^ 



SWk^P^ 



,^S^^|lflU foremost in the bless d array 
Of Martyrs in the cause divine, 

We praise our God for thee to-day, 

And pray for love and faith like thine. 

To-day in pensive thought we view 
Thy steadfast and angelic face, 

The Holy Spirit beaming through 

The windows of His dwelling-place. 



Around thee foams the maddening crowd, 
With gnashing teeth and fiery eyes, 

Like troubled billows roaring loud, 

They cast up mire of blasphemies. 
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In vain ! thou hear st no angry word, 

Thine eyes behold the Heavenly Land, 

Thou see'st God's glory and the Lord 

Standing supreme at God's right hand. 



They seize the stones, they bruise thee sore ; 

They ruthless dash thee to the ground ; 
But hark ! through wounds, through choking gore, 

What words of Heavenly peace resound ! 

Sweet echo of thy Saviour's prayer, 
" Father, forgive — forgive them all, 

Lord Jesus, take me to Thy care," 
So saying, thou asleep didst fall. 



Sweet is that sleep ! enough to know, 

Thou art with Christ, we ask no more ; 

God send us grace, that we may go 

Where thou, crowned Saint, art gone before. 



Oh, Joy to thee ! true taste of Heaven, 
Joy which the Holy Angels share. 
To find how speedily was given 
• An answer to thy dying prayer ; 



For mark that silent Pharisee, 

Of stern, but sorely troubled brow ; 

Soon shall he bear the cross with thee, 
And work and suffer more than thou. 



'4 



Voices of Joy and Thanksgiving. 



O Lord of Saints, who givest grace 
To follow Thee and follow Thine, 

Open our eyes to see Thy face. 

That we like these bright stars may shine. 



S. STEPHEN- M 



*' The Lord and Kini^ of all things 
But yesterday was born : 
And Stephen^ s glorious off"' ring 
If is birthtide shall adorn.'''' 




(B|i£(B3R.M^^, with exultation, 
Joined the world in celebration 
Of her promised Saviour^s birth : 
Yesterday, the Angel nation 
Pour'd the strain of jubilation 

O'er the Monarch born on earth. 

But to-day, o'er death victorious, 
By his faith and actions glorious, 

By his miracles renown'd. 
Dared the Deacon Protomartyr 
Earthly life for Heav'n to barter, 

Faithful midst the faithless found. 
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Forward, Champion, in thy quarrel ! 
Certain of a certain laurel, 

Holy Stephen, persevere ! 
Perjured witnesses confounding, 
Satan's synagogue astounding 

By thy doctrine true and clear. 

Lo ! in Heav'n thy Witness liveth ; 
Bright and faithful proof He giveth 

Of His Martyr s full success : 
Thou by name a Crown impliest ; 
Meetly then in pangs thou diest 

For the Crown of Righteousness ! 

VoY a crown that fadeth never, 
Bear the torturer s brief endeavour ; 

Victory waits to end the strife : 
Death shall be thy birth s beginning, 
And life's losing be the winning 

Of a true and better life. 

Whom the Holy Ghost endueth, 
Whom celestial light imbueth, 

Stephen penetrates the skies : 
There God's fullest glory viewing. 
There his victor strength renewing, 

For his near reward he sighs. 
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See, as Jewish foes invade thee, 
See, how Jesus sta?ids to aid thee : 

Stands, to guard His champion's death ! 
Cry that opened Heav'n is shown thee : 
Cry that Jesus waits to own thee : 

Cry it with thy latest breath ! 



As the dying Martyr kneeleth, 
For his murderers he appealeth, 
And his prayer their pardon sealeth, 

For their madness grieving sore ; 
Then in Christ he sleepeth sweetly, 
Who His pattern kept completely, 
And with Christ he reigneth meetly, 

Martyr first-fruits, evermore ! 




^ ^ob t^ert (du Itanlns on Jmas' bosom one of 

^^ttlllt of the Sacred Heart, 
Sweet teacher of the Word, 

Partner of Mary's woes, 

And favourite of thy Lord ! 



u 
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Thou to whom grace was given 
To stand when Peter fell ; 

Whose heart could brook the cross 
Of Him it loved so well ! 



We know not all thy gifts ; 

But this Christ bids us see. 
That He who so loved all, 

Found more to love in thee. 



When the last evening came, 

Thy head was on his breast, 

Pillow'd on earth where now 

In Heaven the Saints find rest. 



Thy long fair hair hung down, 

His glance spoke love to thine, 

While love's meek freedom own'd 
The human and divine. 



His heart with quicken'd love, 
Because His hour drew near, 

Now throbb'd against thy head, 
Now beat into thine ear. 
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God and His friend, so free 

To touch, to rest, to move ; 
The angels wondering gazed, 

And envied human love. 



His touch (!t)uld heal the sick, 

His voice could raise the dead ; 

Oh ! that my soul might be 

Where He allows thy head. 



Oh, teach me, then, dear Saint ! 

The secrets Christ taught thee ; 
The beatings of His heart. 

And how it beat for me ! 




THE • HOLY ^^\ . INNOCENTS 



jr~" 




^IL^U Rachel ! weep ! Thy children 

^><L^A^^^ iilain, 

Hear from tliy tomb their cr)' ; 
For mercy it must plead in vain, 
Blood-stain'd their corpses lie. 

Hail, chosen band! the first to die 
For Him Who died to save; 

We hail your death as victory 
Gotten upon the tjrav'c : 
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Your Baptism of blood we hail, 

A Rahab's token true, 
That Christian infants cannot fail 

In death to live with you. 



Sleep on your sweet untroubled sleep, 
Luird by no mother's song; 

The Saviour's loving arms shall keep 
His Innocents from wrong. 



Weep not, then, Rachel ! weep no more ; 

Joy that for Him they bled, 
Whose love has endless bliss in store 

For all His infant dead. 




THE • CIRCUMCISION • OF • OUR 
• LORD • JESUS • CHRIST • 

iff ^nb iobcn ti^bt bag* bittt accomplts^eb Cor i^c nrcitmrisins of t^e C^ilb, 
liis Itme bat calleb |€j9ll$. ^ 



^^m 



^ T ik^mvcMw-A'/^^ : Of Angel-worlds above ; 



H ^ Thou the Beauty art 




-?Ji-:^-, 



Thy Name is music to the heart, 
Inflaming it with love. 



So voice can sing, no heart can frame, 
Nor can the memory find, 

A sweeter sound than Jesu's Name, 
Tlie Saviour of mankind. 

O Hope of every contrite heart, 

O Joy of all the meek ; 
To those who fall how kind Thou art, 

How good to those who seek ! 

But what to those who find ? Ah ! this 
Nor tongue nor pen can show ; 

The love of Jesus, what it is. 

None but His loved ones know. 

Jesu, our Love and Joy to Thee, 

The Virgin s Holy Son ; 
All might, and praise, and glory be, 

While endless ages run. Amen. 



■1 
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^ C^t 6entiltfl s^all tonu to l^g Itgl^, Hnb 
Sings to i^t brightness of i^ji rising. »{4 



First Nowell the Angel did say 
Was to three poor Shepherds in fields as they lay ; 
In fields where they lay keeping their sheep 
On a cold winter's night that was so deep. 

Chorus, — Nowell ! Nowell !. Nowell ! Nowell ! 
Born is the King of Israel. 



They look'd up and saw a Star 
Shining in the East, beyond them far, 
And to the earth it gave great light, 
And so it continued both day and night. 

Chorus. — Nowell! &c. 
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And by the light of that same Star, 
Three Wise Mert came from country far, 
To seek for a King -was their intent, 
And to follow the Star wherever it went. 

C/iorus. — Nowell ! &c. 

This Star drew nigh to the north-west, 
O'er Bethlehem it took its rest, 
And there it did both stop and stay, 
Right over the place where Jesus lay. 

Chorus. — Nowell ! &c. 

Then did they know assuredly. 
Within that house the King did lie ; 
One enter d in then for to see. 
And found the Babe in poverty. 

Chorus, — rNowell ! &c. 

Then enter d in those Wise Men three, 
Most reverently upon their knee. 
And offer d there, in His Presence, 
Both gold, and myrrh, and frankincense. 

Chorus, — Nowell ! &c. 

Then let us all, with one accord, 
Sing praises to our Heavenly Lord, 
That hath made Heaven and earth of nought. 
And with His Blood mankind hath bought. 

Chorus, — Nowell ! &c. 






y* 



^ |e it not to bcal \\^ bnab to i\% ^nngrjt, anb l^at tbon biing tbe poor tbut are 
cnst ont to ibj} (onst ? bbm tbon srrst ibe nahrb. Ibnt tbon cobrr bim .' ^ 






/i^^BI us to the Infant sing, 

And bring to Him of gifts rich store ; 

Let us honour our Infant King, 
With praise for evermore. 



»{4 Inasmncb as jje ^abe bone it nnto one of \\t least of tbesc Blji brttbren, 
9e babe bone it nnto IRtf . ^ 
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King from forth the window 
peering, 
What doth thine eyes detain ? 
Is it the morn so fair appearing, 
Is it thy wide demesne ? 



I see, sweet Queen, the morning golden, 

My wide demesne I see, 
But not by them mine eyes are holden, 

All lovely though they be ; 



I see an old man, poor and lowly. 

Feebly gathering wood, 
And think of Him, whose words so holy 

Best teach us what is good. 

Let's take him in and clothe and feed him, 

My Queen, in him I see 
Christ, who said, and we must heed Him, 

**Ye did it unto Me." 



^ Cake ran of ^im. i{< 
^ m^m I (ome VLpJn, | bill rtpag t^rr. ^ 




0; welcome, happy Christmas-tide, 
When came our Good Samaritan, 
And pass d not on the other side, 
But had compassion upon man : 

He heard the gaping wounds of sin 

With oil of Grace and wine of Blood, 

He brought us to the Church, His Inn, 
And nourished us with Heavenly Food. 

Ah, how may I His love repay ? 

What method may I best devise ? 
I need not ask — I heard Him say 

To me, " Go thou and do likewise." 




THE • PURIFICATION 



' O earth ! grow flinoet's beneath His feet. 
And thoHf O sun^ shine bright this Jay ! 
He tomes ! He coma ! O Heaven on earth ! 
Our Jesus comes upon His ivay!^^ 



M 



M|l|l,Dlj! Joy! the Mother comes, 

. And in her arms she brings 
The Light of all the world, 

The Christ, the King of Kings, 
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And in her heart the while 
All silently she sings — 

O Infant God! O Christ! 

O Light most beautiful ! 
Thou comest, Joy of Joys ! 

All darkness to annul : 
And brightest lights of earth 

Beside Thy Light are dull. 



O Mary ! bear Him quick 
Into His temple-gate, 

F'or poor impatient souls 

His healing sunrise wait ; 

And pay His price, that He 
May be emancipate. 



There in the temple court 

Old Simeon's heart beats high. 

And Anna feeds her soul 
With food of prophecy ; 

But, see ! the shadows pass, 

The world's true Light draws nigh. 




' THE • ANNUNCIATION . 

i{< glnb JpHrj tvab, St^olb i\tt ^anbmaib of t^t SOgg ; be it nnto m 
aaorbing to il^ji borb. ^ 




U III in her lowly dwelling sitting 
In Nazareth at eventide, 
What thoughts are through her bosom flitting, 
Like shadows o'er yon mountain's side? 



Ah ! thinks she of her country's story. 

Virgin of royal ancestry. 
And mourns she David's vanished glory ? 

Is "Ichabod" her heart's sad cry? 



Oh ! not of earth, but all of Heaven 
She muses now with lifted eye. 

Sure that God's Gift will yet be given. 
She waits in calm expectancy. 



^ 
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** Hail ! highly graced ! " Such salutation 
From angel lips that call her blessd, 

Recalls her from her meditation, 

To greet a strange and Heavenly guest. 



Troubled, as one who seems to hear not, 
She ponders what his words might mean, 

But soon his gracious " Mary, fear not," 
Restores her to her mood serene. 



Meek she bows as one receiving 

Royal gifts for all her race. 
The " Handmaid of the Lord," believing, 

Conceives the Lord of Life and Grace. 



Oh, favour d then above all women, 
To be the Mother of the Lord, 

With thee our hearts shall still be hymning 
High praise for the Incarnate Word. 
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^ Sksstb is s^e tbat beltebet^ : for tbcrt s^all be a performance of t^osc things 
bbir^ brrc lolb ^rr from X\t fOHO. ^ 



IKE the dawning of the morning 

On the mountain's golden heights, 
Tjfsjr Like the breaking of the moonbeams 
' j^/-^ On the gloom of cloudy nights; 

J^- ^ Like a secret told by angel, 

^ Getting known upon the earth. 

Is the Mothers expectation 
Of Messiah's speedy birth ! 



ThoLj wert happy, blessed Mother! 

\\ ith the very bliss of heaven. 
Since the angel's salutation 

In thy raptured ear was given; 
Fur the sweet strains of the psalmist 
Were a joy beyond control. 
And the visions of the prophets 
Burnt like transports in thy soul. 




Thou hast waited, Child of David, 

And thy waiting now is o'er! 
Thou hast seen Him, blessed Mother, 

And will see Him evermore! 
O, His Human Face and Features 

Must be passing sweet to see : 
Thou hast seen them, happy Mother 

O, then, show them now to me. 
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^ Z\i I9@|3|CI teas mxiiit flrs^, anb bbrlt amon0 ns. ^ 



H E Lord, whom Sun and Moon obey, 
Whom all things serve from day to day, 
Was by the Holy Ghost conceived 
Of her who through His grace believed. 



How blest that Mother in whose shrine 
The world's Creator, Lord divine, 
Whose hand contains the earth and sky, 
Once deign'd, as in his ark, to lie — 



Blest in the message Gabriel brought, 
Blest by the work the Spirit wrought, 
From whom the great Desire of earth 
Took human flesh and human birth. 



He sent no angel to our race. 

Of higher or of lower place ; 

But wore the robe of human frame 

Himself, and to this lost world came. 



Nor wiird He only to appear; 
His pleasure was to tarry here ; 
And . God-and-Man with man would be 
The space of thirty years and three. 

F 



34 Foices of Joy and Thanksgiving, 

For us He was baptized, and bore 
His holy fast, and hunger d sore ; 
For us temptation sharp He knew ; 
For us the tempter overthrew. 

For us He pray'd, for us He taught, 
For us His daily works He wrought, 
By words, and signs, and actions, thus 
Still seeking not Himself, but us. 

For us to wicked men betray'd. 
Scourged, mock'd, in purple robe array d. 
He bore the shameful Cross and death ; 
For us at length gave up His breath. 



For us He rose from death again, 
For us He went on High to reign. 
For us He sent His Spirit here 
To guide, to strengthen, and to cheer. 

O Lord, the Virgin-born, to Thee 
Eternal praise and glory be ; 
Whom with the Father we adore, 
And Holy Ghost for evermore. Amen. 







Itir hearts be pure from evil, 
That we may see aright» 
The Lord in rays eternal. 
Of Resurrection-Light. 



. EASTER - EVEN • 




ESTING from His work to-day. 
In the tomb the Saviour lay; 
Still He slept, from Head to Feet 

Shrouded in the winding-sheet, 

Lying in the rock alone, 

Hidden by the sealed stone. 

Late at even there was seen, 
Watching long, the Magdalene; 

Early, ere the break of day, 

Sorrowful she took her way 

To the holy garden glade, 

Where her buried Lord was laid. 




EASTER- DAY 



i{< ^Utlnia. (^t 99S9 ii ristn. glliclnia. »{< 



Jj^^tt US rise in early morning, 
And, instead of ointments, bring 

Hymns of praises to our Master, 
And His Resurrection sing ; 

We shall see the Sun of Justice 
Risen with healing on His wing. 



I 
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Go ye forth, His Saints, to meet Him! 

Go with lamps in every hand ! 
From the sepulchre He riseth : 

Ready for the Bridegroom stand : 
And the Pascha of salvation 

Hail, with His triumphant band. 



^ %\t ]C0X19 is ristn. :3lUrIni;t. ip 

'" I "IS the Day of Resurrection : 

X Earth ! tell it out abroad ! 
The Passover of Gladness ! 

The Passover of God ! 
From DeatTi to Life Eternal, — 

From Earth unto the sky, 
Our Christ hath brought us over. 

With hymns of victory. 

Our hearts be pure from evil. 

That we may see aright 
The Lord in rays eternal 

Of Resurrection- Light : 
And, listening to His accents. 

May hear, so calm and plain. 
His own — All Hail ! — and hearing, 

May raise the victor strain ! 
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Now let the Heav'ns be joyful ! 

Let earth her song begin ! 
Let the round world triumph, 

And all that is therein : 
Invisible and visible 

Their notes let all things blend,- 
For Christ the Lord hath risen, — 

Our Joy that hath no end. 





*I* tor, U, Ibt iniiilrt h j^aJt^ i^e rattn is otirr anb gaiu ; ih Wotorri 

) Jli J ? (I is risen ! oh, sing, my heart. 

Revolving inward melody, 
laddening Nature bears her part 
th sweet according harmony. 

Alleiuia ! 

i.s risen ! oh, with Him rise, 
soar mj' heart, to Heaven soar, 
rk is singing in the skies, 
th her thy thankfulness outpour 

Alleluia ! 

Dark Winters tomb is open'd wide, 

nd natures universal voice. 

Birds, flowers, forests, rivers chide 

Hearts frozen that will not 

rejoice. 

Alleluia ! 



'> 
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Now first begotten from the dead 

To Him are Davids mercies given, 

Christ the first-fruits, Christ our Head, 
By Him the bands of death are riven. 

Alleluia ! 

This third day He will us revive ; 

Surely this Easter He will raise 
All who desire, and long, and strive 

To lead a life of love and praise. 

Alleluia ! 

Teach us, O Lord, yet more to know 
Thy Resurrection's power to bless, 

That we from strength to strength may go 
In the bright paths of righteousness. 

Alleluia ! 

So may we joyously draw near, , 

On the dear Bread of Life to feed ; 

And love shall banish every fear, 

For Christ is risen, is risen indeed. 

Alleluia ! 



EASTER TIDE 



** Flowers are smiling^ fifl^^ ore gay^ 

iVtM tntr riift^); Ltiki* /t>-t/rf>% 
,1// thftf^s fisf fiXd^fr/* 



the drj* leaves lay 
thickly shed- — 
Mourners by last years dying-bed — 
The green life springs anew. 
With blossoms fair the earth is spread 
Of tenderest blue. 




Grief has endured the live-long night ; 
Joy Cometh with the morn. 
for a tongue to tell aright 
riit: awful bliss, the dread delight 
Of this day s dawn ! 
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To ye — who in your night of woe 
Beheld the Sacred Head laid low, 

'Mid tears and gloom — 
The world seem'd but a funeral-show, 

The earth a tomb. 



That world all radiant with the grace 
That shines from Jesu's living face 

Ye see this day, 
And earth made holy — 'tis "the place 
Where the Lord lay." 
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' The 1.0KD of all things Ik'cs auew^ 
And all His works are rising too : 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 




I S the Spring of souls to-day : 

Christ hath burst His prison ; 
And from three days' sleep in death, 

As a Sun, hath risen. 
All the winter of our sins, 

Long and dark, is flying 
From His Light, to Whom we give 

Laud and praise undying. 



c*' Now the Queen of Seasons, bright 

With the Day of Splendour, 

With the royal Feast of feasts. 
Comes its joy to render : 

Comes to glad Jerusalem, 
Who, with true affection. 

Welcomes, in unwearied strains, 
Jesu's Resurrection. 



Neither might the gates of death. 

Nor the tomb's dark portal, 
Nor the watchers, nor the seal. 

Hold Thee as a mortal ; 
But to-day amidst the Twelve 

Thou didst stand, bestowing 
That Thy Peace, which evermore 

Passeth human knowing. 



THE . ASCENSION 



^ S^nb a clonb rtmbtb Dim ont of i^tir sig^t, »{4 




is thy face so lit with 
smiles, 
Mother of Jesus! why? 
And wherefore is thy beaming 
look 
So fix'd upon the sky? 

Mother, how canst thou smile to- 
day ? 
How can thine eyes be bright? 
When He, thy Life, thy Love 
thine All, 
Hath vanish VI from tliy sight? 

His rising form on Olivet 

A summer s shadow cast : 
The branches of the h(^ar)- trees 
Droop'd as the shadow pass'd. 
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And as He rose with all His train 

Of righteous souls around, 
His blessing fell into thine heart, 

Like dew into the ground. 

The Feet which thou hast kiss d so oft, 
Those living Feet, are gone; 

Mother ! thou canst but stoop and kiss 
Their print upon the stone. 

O surely earth's poor sunshine now 
To thee mere gloom appears, 

When He is gone who was its light 
For three-and-thirty years. 



Ah no ! thy love is rightful love, 
From all self-seeking free ; 

The change that is such gain to Him 
Can be no loss to thee ! 
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^ §nb it rame I0 pasf, b^It St bUfscb i\txR, Je foBS parteb from t^em, anb 
ntnitb np mto Seaben* ^ 




AIL the day that sees Him rise, 
Glorious to His native skies ; 
Christ, awhile to mortals given, 
Enters now the highest Heaven. 

Alleluia ! 

Thee the glorious triumph waits, 
Lift your heads, eternal gates ; 
Christ hath vanquish'd death and sin ; 
Take the King of Glory in. 

Alleluia ! 

See! He lifts His Hands above. 
See ! He shows the Marks of Love. 
Hark! His Gracious Lips bestow 
Blessings on His Church below. 

Alleluia ! 



Lo ! the Heaven its Lord receives, 
Yet He loves the earth He leaves ; 
Though returning to His Throne, 
Still He calls mankind His own. 

Alleluia ! 
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Still for us He intercedes; 
His prevailing Death He pleads ; 
Near Himself prepares our place, 
He the First-fruits of our race. 

Alleluia ! 



O though parted from our sight. 
Far above the starry height ; 
Grant our hearts may thither rise, 
Seeking Thee above the skies. 

Alleluia! Amen. 




^xtBUl^^, 



d 




fit ^t Comfoittr, m^iz^ is i^t S®;g 61® j$S, ttl^om i^e i^Sl^^B bill 
smb in Ps 3)[nmt. j9e f^all teac^ (on all l^ngs. ^ 




^!E^!i^1R3.^ C our Sun on us arose, 
From His Glory fled our foes ; 
Christ our Sun from us is gone, 
And Our hearts were faint and wan. 
Thirsty yearn d we for His grace, 
Weary watch'd we for His Face, 
While the bare and lonely shrine 
Waited for the Guest Divine. 



Joy hath come to earth again, 
Downward pour d the Spirit's rain. 
And the rushing wind of might 
Swept away the clouds of night. 
She whom weary years before, 
In His love He hover d o'er, 
Mother, Child, and Spouse of God, 
Chants anew her song of laud. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

H 
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And the Apostolic Quire, 
Glowing with the Tongues of Fire, 
Clearer now and joyous raise 
Christ their Monarch's endless praise: 
He hath let His Breath go forth, 
And renew'd the face of earth, 
Bid the brook a river be, 
And the river made a sea. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 

From the snows where Scythians toil» 

To Cyrene's thirsty soil ; 

From the Indian's distant home, 

To the gates of mighty Rome, — 

Alleluia! raise the song, 

Raise it high, and raise it long, 

To the Father, and the Word, 

And the Spirit, God adored. 

Alleluia! Alleluia! 
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^ Iftkeinist tbe ^pi|l|S^ also ^elpet^ vox tnfirmitus. J9t mahet^ tnltmssion 
for t^e Saints actorbing lo t^e IdUI of 609* "^ 




N the hour of my distress, 
When temptations me oppress, 
And when I my sins confess, 
Sweet Spirit, comfort me 



When I lie within my bed, 
Sick in heart, and sick in head, 
And with doubts discomforted. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 



When the house doth sigh and weep, 
And the world is drown d in sleep, 
Yet mine eyes the watch do keep, 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me 



When the Judgment is reveald. 
And that open'd which was seal'd ; 
When to Thee I have appealed. 

Sweet Spirit, comfort me ! 




I II E M OST • .. /^asi' ■ HOLY • TRINITY • 

»{4 ^bc fonr anb iiond^ fibers fell bobn before Htm t^at sat on t^e C^one, anb inorsbipprb. i{4 



** i4 solemn f holy hush^ 

A silent ^ low prostration , 
And t fun a bursting gnsh 
Of loftiest adoration. " 

** Glory to GoD on High^ eternal glory be^ 

To the Essential ONE, the Undivided THREE ; 
Glory to Him who gave. Glory to Jesus grvett. 
Glory to HoLV Ghost, eternally in Heaven. 

Amen.'" 




^EDE mercy on us, God most High, 
Who lift our hearts to Thee; 
Have mercy on us worms of earth, 
Most Holy Trinity ! 



Most ancient of all mysteries ! 

Before Thy Throne we lie ; 
Have mercy now, most merciful, 

Most Holy Trinity! 

How dread are Thine eternal years, 

O everlasting Lord ! 
By prostrate spirits day and night, 

Incessantly adored! 
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How beautiful, how beautiful, 

The sight of Thee must be, 
Thine endless wisdom, boundless power, 

And awful purity! 

O, how I fear Thee, Living God! 

With deepest, tend'rest fears. 
And worship Thee with trembling hope, 

And penitential tears. 

When Heaven and earth were yet unmade. 

When time was yet unknown, 
Thou in Thy bliss and majesty. 

Didst live and love alone ! 

Yet I may love Thee, too, O Lord ! 

Almighty as Thou art. 
For Thou hast stoop d to ask of me 

The love of my poor heart. 

No earthly father loves like Thee, 

No mother half so mild. 
Bears and forbears as Thou hast done, 

With me, thy sinful child. 

Only to sit and think of God, 

O what a joy it is ! 
To think the thought, to breathe the Name, 

Earth has no higher bliss ! 

Father of Jesus, love's Reward ! 

What rapture will it be. 
Prostrate before Thy Throne to lie, 

And gaze and gaze on Thee ! 






SAINT 




DAYS 



»{4 ddlbcn t^t Cbtef ^bcpbcrl) s^uU nppear, qc sball metbe n ^roion of ^lorg, 
tbnt fobei^ not abajY. ^ 

g^d^lUU light illumes this day, 

For now his race is run, 
And Christ's dear Saint with joy 

His Heavenly robe has won. 



His holy faith and words, 

And works for Christ his Lord, 
Which lighted this dark world, 

'Tis meet we should record. 

The honours of the world 
And wealth, he cast away ; 

He left its desert paths. 
And trod the royal way. 



O joyous day ! for now 

This champion of the Lord, 

Through death s short agony. 
Has gain'd his sure reward. 
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O happy Brother! thou 

Hast found, in glory bright, 
The eternal Father's Son, 

Who led thee on to light. 

Thou in this vale of tears 

Didst for His Presence sigh, 
He with His fulness now 

Thy soul doth satisfy. 

Thee, Angel Quires salute. 

As partner of their state ; 
Rejoice, thou happy Saint ! 

For thy reward is great. 

We leave our sins, and raise 
Our humble prayers with thine, 

That we may live and grow. 
In Christ the living Vine. 

Amen. 



^^ 



S.MICHAEL- AND 
•ALL ANG 




ifi C^tre bas bar tn ^eafrtn ; Pitbatl anb ^i ^ngeli fongbt againit t^ 




'^^tUrS of the morning so gloriously bright, 
Fiird with Celestial resplendence and light ; 
These that, where night never followeth day. 
Raise the Trishagion ever and aye : 

These are Thy counsellors : these dost Thou own, 
God of Sabaoth ! the nearest Thy Throne ; 
These are Thy ministers, these dost Thou send, 
Help of the helpless ones ! man to defend. 

These keep the guard, amidst Salem's dear bowers : 
Thrones, Principalities, Virtues, and Powers : 
Where with the Living Ones, mystical Four, 
Cherubin, Seraphin, bow and adore. 



'' Who like the Lord!" thunders Michael, the Chief: 
Raphael, ** the Cure of God," comforteth grief : 
And, as at Nazareth, prophet of peace, 
Gabriel, ** the Light of God," bringeth release. 
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Then, when the earth was first poised in mid space - 
Then, when the planets first sped on their race — 
Then, when were ended the six days' employ — 
Then all the Sons of God shouted for joy. 

Still let them succour us; still let them fight, 
Lord of angelic hosts, battling for right ! 
Till, where their anthems they ceaselessly pour. 
We with the Angels may bow and adore ! 
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^ ^re t^eg not all ministrriitg spirits srnt forth to ministrr for tbcm to^o shall bt 
\i\x% of ^nlbntion ? ^ 




ARK! hark! my soul! Angelic songs are 
swelling 
: O'er earth's green fields and ocean's wave- 
beat shore ! 
How sweet the truth those blessed strains 
are telling 
Of that new life when sin shall be no more ! 
Angels of Jesus! 
Angels of light ! 
Singing to welcome 
The Pilgrims of the night. 

Onward we go, for still we hear them singing, 
Come, weary souls! for Jesus bids you come! 

And through the dark, its echoes sweetly ringing, 
The music of the Gospel leads us home. 
Angels of Jesus ! &c. 



Far, far away, like bells at evening pealing. 
The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and sea; 

And laden souls, by thousands meekly stealing, 
Kind Shepherd ! turn their weary steps to Thee. 
Angels of Jesus! &c. 
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Rest comes at length; though life be long and 
dreary, 
The day must dawn, and darksome night be past; 
All journeys end in welcomes to the weary, 
And Heaven, the heart's true home, will come 
at last. 

Angels of Jesus ! &c. 

Cheer up, my soul ! faith's moonbeams softly glisten 

Upon the breast of life's most troubled sea ; 
And it will cheer thy drooping heart to listen 
To those brave songs which Angefe mean for 
thee. 

Angels of Jesus, &c. 

Angels, sing on ! your faithful watches keeping. 
Sing us sweet fragments of the songs above ; 
While we toil on, and soothe ourselves with 
weeping, 
Till life's long night shall break in endless love. 
Angels of Jesus! 
Angels of light ! 
Singing to welcome 
The darkness of the night ! 



ALL • SAINTS 




1^ I br^tlb, anb lo, a grtat oinltilnbt, ic^om no man ronlb nninbrr, 
ftoob hdott iht tfy[ont, anb brfoit i\t t^^'S, clotbtb btib W^xU 
Stobci, anb $Blinf tn t^tii ^anbi. ^ 




ItlE hath never seen the glory; 
Ear hath never heard the song ; 
Heart of man can never image 

What good things to them belong, 
Who have loved the Lord of beauty 
While they dwelt in this world's 
throng. 



Through the vale of lamentation 
Happily and safely past, 

Now the years of their affliction 
In their memory they recast ; 

And the end of all perfection 
They can contemplate at last. 
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Knowing Him who all things knoweth, 
What IS there they fail to know ? 

For into the deepest secrets 
Of each other s souls they go ; 

One in willing, one in nilling, 
Unity their spirits show. 

There no cloud nor passing vapour 
Dims the brightness of the air ; 

Endless noonday, glorious noonday, 
From the Sun of suns is there ; 

There night needs not rest from labour, 
For unknown are toil and care. 

Here they live in endless being : 

Passingness has passed away : 
Here they bloom, they thrive, they flourish, 

For decayed is all decay : 
That immortal breeze's vigour 

Endeth Death's malignant sway. 

Christ, Thy soldiers' palm of honour 

To this City bright and free 
Lead me, when my warfare's girdle 

I shall cast away from me; 
A partaker in Thy bounty. 

With Thy blessed ones to be ! 
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Grant me vigour while I labour, 
In the ceaseless battle press'd ; 

That Thou mayst, the conflict over, 
Give me everlasting rest ; 

And that I at length inherit 
Thee my portion ever blest. 

Amen. 






.^^^zj ^^-^^^y 



5«^^.-^. 
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^ Ql^crtforr, seeing bt also arc compassel^ Rbont bitb so grtst b cloub of faoitnrssrs, 
Ut ns rnn bit^ pafitmt i\i ract i^ai is set before ns. 44 




/r^w the Appendix to the " Hymnal XotcdJ' 

HEY whose course on earth is o'er, 
Think they of their brethren more ? 
*They before the Throne who bow, 
Feel they for their brethren now ? 



We, by enemies distressed. 
They, in Paradise at rest ; 
We, in battle sharp and sore, 
They, at peace for evermore. 



They whom many a land divides, 
Many a mighty sea besides. 
Have they with each other part? 
Have they fellowship in heart? 



Each to each may be unknown. 
Wide apart their lot be thrown : 
Differing tongues their lips may speak, 
One be strong and one be weak. 
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Doubt it not : the living share 
Each with each in praise and prayer; 
Share in Sacrament and Creed, 
In common joy, in common need. 



Doubt it not : the Saints above 

Bend on earth the eye of love : 

By their prayer and living word. 

Help us, guide us. Blessed Lord ! 

Amen. 
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^ <#or I reckon \\aX i\t sofferinss of t^is present time are not bort^ to be 
compsrtb toh^ t^e glorj^ (d^u^ %\p\X be rebealeb in qb. »{« 




HOSE eternal bowers 

Man hath never trod, 
Those unfading flowers 

Round the Throne of God : 
Who may hope to gain them 

After weary fight ? 
Who at length attain them, 

Clad in robes of white ? 



He who gladly barters 

All on earthly ground; 
He who, like the Martyrs, 

Says, ** I will be crown'd." 
He whose one oblation 

Is a life of love, 
Clinging to the nation 
Of the Blest above. 



K 
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Shame upon you, legions 

Of the Heavenly Kin(;. 
Denizens of regions 

Past imagining ! 
What ! with pipe and tabor 

Fool away the light, 
When He bids you labour — 

When He tells you, ^* Fight! 



While I do my duty, 

Struggling through the tide. 
Whisper Thou of beauty 

On the other side ! 
Tell who will the story 

Of our now distress : 
Oh, the future glory ! 

Oh, the loveliness ! 



"^ 






.>**^- 




# 



ititir Enahfr is &Ct^. i{i 

lERUSALEM! my happie Home! 
When shall 1 come to thee ? 
When shall my sorrows have an end ? 
Thy joys when shall I see ? 

O happie harbor of the saints, 
O sweete and pleasant soyle, 

In thee noe sorrow may be found, 
Noe griefe, noe care, noe toyle ! 
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In thee noe sicknesse may be seene, 
Noe hurt, noe ache, noe sore ; 

There is noe death, nor ugly dole, 
But Life for evermore. 

Noe dampish mist is seene in thee, 
Noe cold nor darksome night ; 

There everie soule shines as the sun ; 
There God Himselfe gives light. 

There lust and lucre cannot dwell, 
There envy bears no sway; 

There is noe hunger, heate, nor colde, 
But pleasure everie way. 

Hierusalem ! Hierusalem ! 

God grant I once may see 
Thy endless joyes, and of the same 

Partaker aye to be ! 

Thy walls are made of precious stones. 
Thy bulwarkes diamondes square, 

Thy gates are of right orient pearle, 
Exceedinge riche and rare. 

Thy turrettes and thy pinnacles 
With carbuncles doe shine ; 

Thy verrie streets are paved with gould, 
Surpassinge cleare and fine. 

Thy houses are of yvorie, 
Thy windows crystal cleare ; 

Thy tyles are made of beaten gould — 
O God, that I were there ! 
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Within thy gates doth nothinge come 

That is not passinge cleane ; 
Noe spiders web, noe dirt, noe dust, 

Noe filthe may there be seene. 

Ah ! my sweete Home, Hierusalem, 

Would God I were in thee ! 
Would God my woes were at an end, 

Thy joyes that I might see ! 

Thy saints are crowned with glorie great, 

They see God face to face; 
They triumph still, they still rejoice ; 

Most happie is their case. 

Wee that are heere in banishment 

Continuallie doe moane ; 
We sigh and sobbe, we weepe and waile, 

Perpetuallie we groane. 

Our sweete is mixed with bitter gaule, 

Our pleasure is but paine; 
Our joyes scarce last the lookeing on, 

Our sorrowes still remaine. 

But there they live in such delight, 

Such pleasure and such play. 
As that to them a thousand yeares 

Doth seeme as yesterday. 

Thy vineyardes and thy orchardes are 

Most beautifull and faire, 
Full furnished with trees and fruits, 

Exceedinge riche and rare. 
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There cinnamon, there sugar grow, 
There narde and balme abound : 

What tongue can telle or heart containe 
The joys that there are found ? 



Quyt through the streetes, with silver sound, 
The Flood of Life doth flowe; 

Upon whose bankes, on everie syde, 
The Wood of Life doth growe. 

There trees for evermore beare fruite, 

And evermore doe springe ; 
There evermore the Angels sit, 

And evermore doe singe. 

Hierusalem ! my happie Home ! 

Would God I were in thee ! 
Would God my woes were at an end, 

Thy joyes that I might see ! 
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3^^ IT is sweet to think 

Of those that are departed, 
While murmured Aves sink 

To silence tender-hearted ; 
While tears that have no pain 

Are tranquilly distilling, 
And the dead live again 

In hearts that love is filling. 
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Yet not as in the days 

Of earthly ties we love them ; 
For they are touched with rays 

From light that is above them : 
Another sweetness shines 

Around their well-known features; 
God with His Glory signs 

His dearly-ransomed creatures. 



Ah ! they are more our own, 

Since now they are God's only; 
And each one that has gone 

Has left our heart less lonely. 
He mourns not seasons fled, 

Who now in Him possesses 
Treasures of many dead 

In their dear Lord's caresses. 



Dear dead! they have become 

Like guardian Angels to us; 
And distant Heaven, like home, 

Through them begins to woo us, 
Love that was earthly wings 

Its flight to holier places ; 
The dead are sacred things 

That multiply our graces. 
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They whom we loved on earth 

Attract us now to Heaven ; 
Who shared our grief and mirth 

Back to us now. are given. 
They move with noiseless foot 

Gravely and sweetly round us, 
And their soft touch hath cut 

Full many a chain that bound us. 

O dearest dead ! to Heaven 

With grudging sighs we gave you, 
To Him — be doubts forgiven ! — 

Who took you there to save you. 
Now get us grace to love 

Your memories yet more kindly ; 
Pine for our homes above, 

And trust to God more blindly, 
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rt thou weary? art thou languid? 
Art thou sore distrest ? 
"Come to Me/* saith One — "and coming, 
Be at rest!" 

Hath He marks to lead me to Him, 

ir He be my Guide? 
** In His Feet and Hands are Wound-prints, 
And His Side." 

Is there Diadem, as Monarch, 

That H is Brow adorns ? 
'* Yea, a Crown, in very surety, 
But of Thorns!" 
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If I find Him, if I follow, 

What His guerdon here? 
** Many a sorrow, many a labour, 
Many a tear." 



If I still hold closely to Him, 

What hath He at last ? 
"Sorrow vanquished, labour ended, 
Jordan past! " 



If I ask Him to receive me, 

Will He say me nay? 
" Not till earth, and not till Heaven 
Pass away!" 

Finding, following, keeping, struggling, 

Is He sure to bless ? 
•* Angels, Martyrs, Prophets, Virgins, 
Answer, Yes ! " 



h 
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lERCE was the wild billow; 

Dark was the night; 
Oars labour d heavily; 
'):% Foam glimmer d white; 
Irembled the mariners; 

Peril was nigh; 
Then said the God of God, 
— '' Peace ! It is I ! " 



j^ Ridge of the mountain-wave, 

Lower thy crest! 
Wail of Euroclydon, 

Be thou at rest! 
Sorrow can never be, — 

Darkness must fly, — 
Where ? saith the Light of Light, 

— " Peace ! It is I ! " 



Jesu, Deliverer! 

Come thou to me; 
Soothe Thou my voyaging 

Over Life's sea! 
Then, when the storm of Death 

Roars, sweeping by, 
Whisper, O Truth of Truth ! 

' — ** Peace ! It is I ! " 



^0«N//|f 




jjltn morning gilds the skies, 
My heart awaking cries ; 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 



When you begin the day, 
Oh ! never fail to say ; 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 



And at your work rejoice, 
To sing with heart and voice; 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 



4< thovL makest l^e ontijoingi of t\^t morning anb {bming to rejoict. ift 




Front the Chorale' Book {by perfmssiou), 

i^ a bird at dawning singeth 

In the woods or meadows fair, 
Till the lonely forest ringeth, 

And it fills the summer air, 
So my heart to Thee would raise, 

O, my God, its song of praise. 
That the gloom of night is waning, 

And the Sun once more is reigning, 

St N of Love, when Thou dost greet me, 

All my heart with joy is stirred ; 
And it upward flies to meet Thee, 

Gladsome as yon little bird. 
Shine Thou in me clear and bright, 

Till I learn to praise Thee right; 
On the narrow way now speed me. 

Let not darkness e er mislead me. 

Bless to-day what I am doing, 
Bless whatever I have and love ; 
With the morn my powers renewing. 

Let me ne'er from virtue rove ; 
By thy Spirit strengthen me 

In the faith that leads to Thee, 
So through life to journey fearless, 
Heir of Heaven, to glories peerless. 
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^^n there be Light!" each morn is heard 



The voice of that creative word, 
And Nature's myriad tongues upraise 
The song of universal praise. 
E'en now the dewy breath of morn 
Proclaims itself of Eden born, 
So glad, so bright, so glorified — 
The earth to Heaven seems allied ; 
So freshly pure, so sweelly fair. 
As if no taint of sin were there. 
O all ye works of God proclaim 
The glory of His Holy Name, 
Help us to know that ** God is Love," 
And lift our hearts to things above. 
May all things lovely, all things pure, 
Our hearts of His dear love assure, 
And even as now the shades of night 
Are fled before the morning light ; 
Shine Thou, O Lord, our hearts within, 
And scatter every shade of sin ; 
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Far spent the night, the day is nigh, 
The glorious dayspring from on high ; 
Oh fit us for that joyous birth 
Of all things new in Heaven and earth, 
For pale and sad these mornings here 
To that when thou, Lord, shalt appear. 
Thy loving Saints to crown and bless, 
With Thine all-perfect righteousness. 
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■J^Sm^t the day weary, or be the day long, 
At length it ringeth to Evensong." 
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As Christ upon the Cross 

In death reclined, 
Into His Father's Hands 

His parting Soul resigned; 

So now herself my soul 

Would wholly give 
Into His Sacred Charge, 

In Whom all spirits live. 

So now beneath His Eye 

Would calmly rest, 
Without a wish or thought 

Abiding in the breast, 
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Save that His Will be done; 

Whateer betide; 
Dead to herself, and dead 

In Him, to all beside. 



Thus would I live ; — yet now 

Not I, but He; 
In all His Power and Love 

Henceforth alive in me ! 



One Sacred Trinity ! 

One Lord Divine! 
Myself for ever His! 

And He for ever mine ! 

Amen. 
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%^ HE day is past and over; 

All thanks, O Lord, to Thee! 
I pray Thee, that offenceless 

The hours of dark ntay be. 
O Jesu ! keep me in Thy sight, 
And save me through the coming night i 



The joys of day are over : 

I lift my heart to Thee, 
And call on Thee, that sinless 

The hours of sin may be. 
O Jesu ! make their darkness light, 
And save me through the coming night 



The toils of day are over : 

I raise the hymn to Thee ; 
And ask that free from peril 

The hours of fear may be. 
O Jesu ! keep me in Thy sight, 
And guard me through the coming night ! 
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Lighten my eyes, O Saviour, 

Or sleep in death shall I ; 
And he, my wakeful tempter, 

Triumphantly shall cry : 
"He could not make their darkness light. 
Nor guard them through the hours of 
night!" 



Be Thou my souVs preserver, 
O God ! for Thou dost know 

How many are the perils 

Through which I have to go : 

Lover of men ! O hear my call, 

And g^ard and save me from them all ! 
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From the Chorale Book {hy permission). 






»^, 



Be with us, for the night is 

closing ; 
The light and darkness are 
of Thy disposing, 
\irmi ^^^ 'neath Thy Shadow here to rest 
we yield us, 

For Thou wilt shield us. 



Let evil thoughts and spirits flee before us ; 
Till morning cometh, watch, O Master, o'er us ; 
In soul and body, Thou from harm defend us, 
Thine Angels send us. 



Let pious thoughts be ours when sleep overtakes us. 
Our earliest thoughts be Thine when morning 

wakes us ; 
All day serve Thee, in all that we are doing, 
Thy praise pursuing. 
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As Thy beloved soothe the sick and weeping, 
And bid the captive lose his grief in sleeping; 
Widows and orphans, we to Thee commend them, 
Do Thou befriend them. 



We have no refuge ; none on earth to aid us ; 
Save Thee, O Father, Who Thine own hast 

made us ; 
But Thy dear Presence will not leave them lonely, 
Who seek Thee only. 



Father, Thy Name be praised, Thy Kingdom 

given. 
Thy will be done on earth as 'tis in Heaven, 
Keep us in life, forgive our sins, deliver 
Us now and ever. Amen. 
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From the Chorale Book {by permission). 




OW all the woods are sleeping, 
c And night and stillness creeping 
O'er city, man, and beast ; 
But thou, my heart, awake thee, 
To prayer awhile betake thee, 
And praise thy Maker ere thou 
rest. 

O Sun, where art thou vanish'd ? 
The Night thy reign hath banished. 

Thy ancient foe, the Night. 
Farewell, a brighter glory 
My Jesus sheddeth oer me, 

All clear within me shines His 
light. 



The last faint beam is going, 
The golden stars are glowing 

In yonder dark-blue deep ; 
And such the glory given 
When called of God to Heaven, 

On earth no more we pine and weep. 
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The body hastes to slumber, 
These garments now but cumber, 

And as I lay them by, 
I ponder how the spirit 
Puts off the flesh t' inherit 

A shining robe with Christ on high. 

Now thought and labour ceases, 
For Night the tired releases, 

And bids sweet rest begin : 
My heart, there comes a morrow 
Shall set thee free from sorrow 

And all the dreary toil of sin. 

Ye aching limbs ! now rest you. 
For toil hath sore oppressed you, 

Lie down, my weary head : 
A sleep shall once overtake you. 
From which earth ne'er shall wake you, 

Within a narrower, colder bed. 

My heavy eyes are closing ; 
When I lie deep reposing, 

Soul, body, where are ye } 
To helpless sleep I yield them. 
Oh let Thy mercy shield them. 

Thou sleepless Eye, their guardian be ! 
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My Jesus, stay Thou by me, 
And let no foe come nigh me, 
Safe sheltered by Thy Wing ; 
But would the foe alarm me, 
Oh let him never harm me, 

But still Thine Angels round me sing ! 



My loved ones, rest securely. 
From every peril surely 

Our God will guard your heads, 
And happy slumbers send you. 
And bid His Hosts attend you. 

Keeping their watch around your beds. 



O yOYSy that sweetest in decay. 
Fall not, like wither d leaves, away, 

But with the silent breath 
Of violets drooping one by one. 
Soon as their fragrant task is done^ 

Arc wafted high in Death, 



FlfilS 



Ever the richest tenderest glow 

Sets round tlie autumnal sun. 
But their sight fails : no heart may knov 

The bliss when life is done. 

** Christian Year. 
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